You are all that is lovely to me,

All that is light,
One white rose in a Desert of weariness.

I only live in the night,
The night, with its fair false dreams of you,

You and your loveliness.

Give me your love for a day,

A night, an hour:
If the wages of sin are Death

I am willing to pay.
What is my life but a breath
Of passion burning away?
Away for an unplucked flower.

O Aziza whom I adore,
Aziza my one delight,

Only one night, I will die before day,
And trouble your life no more.